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20 THE CONNOISSEUR. 
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SIMONY! 

JEWELS there are that are rich and fair ! 
(Though never they'll rival those eyes of thine) ; 
This one will do for Bertine's hair— 

And this may glitter on bosom o' mine. 
Where do they come from ? Ah, who cares ! 
This one was given in lieu of prayers ; 

A ruby that burned in a mountain mine, 
In the blue, dank gloom of pestilent airs, 

And so shall twinkle and laugh like wine 
Spilled from a beaker unawares 
On the snow-white hand of my Love and Queen — 
Soul of my revels and heart — Bertine ! 

Glitter, O Emerald ! never did bow, 

That gleamed, and brightened, and paled away, 
Unfurled o'er the rain-drenched earth below, 

In the crimson and pearl of the dying day, — 
Never did rainbow glitter supreme 
With a flash more vivid, a light more keen, 
Than the cold, bright fire of thy living heart ; 

Greener than billows out at sea, 
Or the glancing rays that quiver and start 

Through the tangled boughs of the wildwood tree ; 
Thou with thy hard, fierce light shalt linger 
To circle the round of beauty's finger, 
And quiver and blaze with thy loveliest sheen, 
On the soft little hand of pretty Bertine ! 
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Ruby ! O Ruby ! how heavy to part 

(Tis the true red blood of the pigeon's heart) 

With jewel so priceless ! but he who gave 

That guerdon of pride had a soul to save — 

Or thought that he had, which was just the same ! 

From the depths of a Prince's coffer it came, 

To pay for a deed of crime and shame, 

And ransom a soul, that thought it a merit 

To barter a jewel he couldn't inherit 

On that shadowy shore — where'er it might be — • 

But it paid for his passage over the sea : 

And the church-bells rattled, as much as to say, 

" Another human has happened that way ! " 

And so in his skull-cap, costly and rare 

(For his locks are scattered — his skull is bare), 

I'll just lay it aside for Bertine's share ! 



Here's a necklace of opals — how white and pure 
They gleam in my night-lamp's stealthy rays ; 

Shadowy and fair like nuns demure, 
Though draggled perchance in the world's dark ways ! 

Yet, keeping their luster, as one who tries 

To curtain shame with innocent eyes, 

They gleam like the spirits faintly seen, 

Carved by the hoar-frost's dainty sheen 

On some chancel window, while soft below, 

Crimson and sapphire dimly glow ; 

And the heart's deep pulse, in its throb and beat, 

Seems to dwell in that glowing heat, 

Frosted with moonlight soft and sweet. 



Is it strange that our vision gets clouded and blurred 

With the things that we've seen and the things that we've heard 1 

It's a pity, I know. Now, these jewels I've taken 

From priests, or from princes, whom God hath forsaken — 

No doubt, in his wrath ; yet how can I tell, 

If my deed is a guerdon from heaven or hell ? 

Better — "Starve and be true"; better — "'take and be full," 

Ne'er was clearly defined where my youth went to school ; 

So, toss up a penny for trial, my queen ! 

Heads win ! take the necklace and jewels, Bertine ! 

William M. Briggs. 



